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and with him two average Americans who share his discon-
tent. One of them begins by being ambitious for promotion,
but rises no higher than an army kitchen. Another, a mild
farm boy, murders an officer who has bullied him. The
musician, permitted after the armistice to study in Paris, is
so resentful because his final discharge is slow in coming that
he deserts and at the end faces a long term in prison. These
three soldiers were not typical of the army at large, many
shocked readers insisted. Dos Passes held that his story was
as true as the romantic versions of the war, with their happy
warriors all bravely aware that they were saving democracy.
If such instances as he had chosen to present were special,
such moods were not. Soldiers were not all heroes, and those
who set out to be had a good chance to be disillusioned.
John Andrews, the musician and chief figure in Three Soldiers,
has come from Harvard to the war expecting that he will find
peace for his troubled mind in a large, generous cause. In-
stead he finds slavery and boredom. Like Carol Kennicott, in
Main Street the year before, Andrews rebels against dullness
and pettiness, aimlessness and cruelty. His own impulses are
vague: he desires a perfect freedom in which he can com-
pose a symphony on the Queen of Sheba. Once the war is
over, and he is free to work in Paris, there is every reason
why he should put up a little longer with the minor annoy-
ance of being still technically a soldier. His desertion seems
a heedless folly. But he has reached his limit of irritation and
thinks he can endure no more. He rebels with a desperate
gesture. It was a gesture with which Dos Passos and his decade
could sympathize. They resented officers and officials, routine
and red tape. The sympathy in Three Soldiers lies with the
common men, whether they are heroic or not, who do the
plain work of the war.

Rosinante to the Road Again (1922) was a book of Span-
ish travel, A Pushcart at the Curb (1922) a volume of verse,
Streets of Night (1923) another novel about dilettantes. But
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